given her. We arranged to meet at the metro station
nearest to the bull-ring.
We arrived-back without further mishap. Birch
called me aside: "To-night we are going to have an
important discussion, I can give no details at present
To-morrow we must report for special duty at 6.30 a.m.
We may be leaving for the front, I can't say. That's
all for the present/5
After lunch, I left for Barcelona alone; Bill had
decided to go with the English group. Rosita was
waiting outside the metro when I arrived. We
walked through the sunny streets with their tall
palms to the bull-ring. -Built in Moorish style, of red
brick and mosaic, it has a beauty of its own. The
Catalans were already standing in long queues.
Hawkers sold greasy doughnuts cut from a long
winding coil, sweets, peas and photos of the leading
toreros and lengthy ballads telling tales of loves and
hates. War was forgotten, the crowds were festive.
We found our seats just two rows away from the
front For half an hour the bull-ring filled. Hooked
out for the English contingent; there were no signs
of them. At three, the people began to clap and
whistle and then were silent The band struck up
the Anarchist and Communist Anthems* Then
came the grand parade; first, the Alguaciles superbly
mounted, dressed in black and gold; behind, the
matadores with their crimson cloaks. The toreros
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